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invented firmly against one another, to tighten them up, as you do in a printing-chase.
" Don't stop to think too long/' the inspector said to him. ec If necessary, you can stop to think afterwards. There's nothing so valuable as one's first impression/*
Quinette looked at the photos one by one. To avoid pretending reactions which might ring false, he adopted the attitude of a man extremely sure of himself for whose involuntary movements it is idle to watch out. To begin with, this would add to the policemen's respect for him; and he valued their respect.
"While the heads slid over one another, revealed themselves, hid themselves, went back into the pack, all equally sinister and doomed, it seemed to him, to early contemplation of the guillotine some morning, the bookbinder exerted himself to classify them according to thek degree of concordance with his imaginary description. It was not so easy. What attracted his intention every time, except in very few cases, was not the detail of the features, but the expression of the face as a whole, and even of the whole man through his face— the feeling of bitter ill will, of sourness, of defiance, which the head broadcast into space like an inexhaustible radiation.
" If I had ever seen them," he thought, <e if I had ever set eyes on any one of them, I should recognise him immediately. What it comes to is that a description doesn't amount to much. It only counts when it applies to somebody who is part of the usual quarry of the police. Even then the search has to be in the right direction."
He came to the end of the pack.
" Well, nothing doing ? " asked the inspector.
The bookbinder stroked his beard. He took his time. He was not sure yet what he was going to say. There wete three possible replies. He found it pleasant to reflect that the whole sequence of events depended upon his whim. They were there in front of him like bunches of grapes, each appetising in its own way. He had only to open his mouth to enjoy whichever he chose. Which should he

